TRANSITION

cab, and from behind Jenny who was balancing on
his knee.

"He is frying the Rasher," Barney suggested,
forgetting that we had that pun before.

|'Wotto, when he finds me gone" said Jenny,
wriggling in search of a comfortable posture.

I could imagine the Rasher's position. His illite-
racy attracted Kinch, who at the moment had probably
got as far as "The soul has an ineffable love and
permeating yearning for the body, and the body
envelops with mortal warmth and love the soul," or
something to that effect out of Paracelsus. It was
about time for it now. It came out as a rule after
a quarter of an hour when he had his victim well
mesmerised, and it was a prelude to "The Green
Cuffs."

" Dolly Coxon's pawned her shirt, to ride upon the baggage

cart.7

We were lurching happily, in spite of the squeeze,
along through the teeming Liberties, and coming into
the majestic gloom of St. Patrick's Cathedral, wherein
lay the discontented Dean. I wondered, was that
mind at last at rest ? He died because his love out-
ran his patience, and because his vision of what was
due to human dignity was outraged more in this
country than it would have been in any part of con-
temporary Europe. Over-zealous, he grew to hate
those he helped. If you take life too seriously it
will break your heart through your own estimate of
it. Being an Englishman he could never understand
that misery was a modus vivendi in Ireland.
I may have had a few drinks. I will admit that,
but they did not blind me to the fact that it was no
way for Jenny, with a foot, no matter how shapely,
out of each window, to pass a sacred fane. I said so
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